48       MY LADY OF ORANGE

within, suddenly broken off, and a gruff
voice speaking quickly and anxiously.
There followed a moment's silence , then a
sharp command, and the lieutenant came
quickly to bid me enter

Before me sat Ferdmando of Alva, the
greatest soldier in Europe, who wielded the
forces of the greatest power in the world,
the Master of all the Netherlands save
Breuthe town And Breuthe town I had
come to sell Far away in Delft was
William of Orange, who had trusted me to
do him what good I could Ay, there sat
Alva, with his long, lean, sallow face frown-
ing at me from two yards' distance, caressing
his iron-grey beard with a thin, sinewy hand
"Take away his sword," he said in a
grating voice

I laughed This was not the way of
Orange* The huge fat man who sat by him
stared at me for a minute.

" Why, 'tis the Englishman, Newstead ! "
he cried, Alva's forehead gathered into a
frown, and the hand that lay on the table
clenched hard. Then his thin lips parted,
and he grinned like a wolf